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personality. In the east end of London there are
thousands who see much more of him; they attend
his meetings and by their enthusiasm and love help
to keep the lamp of his own faith burning in days of
loss and defeat.

On election days, whether we are successful or not,
they form up after the count and escort him to his home.
Talking to them from an upper bedroom window he
makes them feel an almost physical bond along which
currents of understanding and loyalty flow. These
are his intimate moments; if he cannot reveal his
inmost soul to a friend, he can reveal it to his friends*
And while he talks to them in the simple language
which they understand so well, mother stands
behind him in the low-ceilinged bedroom, anxious
and worried because of the hoarseness of his voice,
his clothes damp with perspiration, and the
dangerously cold night air- Or at least she used
to do so before she died,

He always spoke of her part in his life and work; a
part which kept her behind the curtains, occasionally
looking through or between them, but always out
of sight. The people used to love her to show herself,
though they knew she would be tongue-tied; and
they would give her the greatest cheer of alL She
was simple like them, and like them, humble. They
knew themselves what it was like to be behind the
curtain.

The fire of his spirit would be reflected from the
shining eyes and eager faces of his friends, who at
last with many a final "good night, George,3' would